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The Best Verse of the Week

Poems That Have Been Translated and Some Others That Will Be

El Charro.

By Jose Santos Chocano.
Translated by John Pierrepont Rice.
A cval of silk, eheap jewels Lie loves Lo flaunt,
Some lawdry lace that serves him for a frill:
He grusps u pistol bult, and seems to taunt
The worll and grip it in bis ugly will.

Btriding Lis hroneo with its braided tail,
Crowned by a hat that tapers to o cone

One feels no bribe nor violence eould prevail”
To make him change his saddle for a throne.

Proud of his seat, he eracks Lis rawhide lu<h,
The brute obeys, a spark lies from his hoot,
He plunges; and with: pistol at his sa<h
1is master strides him, haughty aod aleof.

These seem no man and horse in mortal strife,
Bat sume Olympie figure come to life,
From Poctri: A Magazive of Verse.

. Yesterday.

By S. Gertrude Ford.
Golden avd gay the dawn,
The evening was but softly, sweetly gray;
The boys still played at ericket on the lawn,
The dead lived, yesterday.

Hope knew bul common fears,
Not these; not these, which drain her life away!
The lad’s eyes and tlie maid's had known no tears—
Buat that was yesterday.

Youth had a morrow then;
Bounded behold it now by cross and clay!
And who would envy us to-morrow, when
We think of yesterday?

Yet this day’s but a hreath
Blown from a fuller sunrise, so they say,
When war too—war and woe and life and death—
Shall be of yesterday.
'rom the Tovdon Deaily Mail.

Song of Days.
By Frank L. Stanton.
My weatless day
Hus gone away,
And my wheatles-
Bul I'tu free to suy:
My moneyless day
Ain't @mittin’ over groand.
For the priee honks high
And the dollars ¢ry:
“We can't git by -
We can’t git by!”
From the Atlanta Comstitution.
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Letters Home.

By William Herschell.
Suldier e was—and a good one, oo
Though you may wonder jist how I knew
That Lis was u heart well steeled Lo test
The enemy's bravest, truest, best.
"Twas this thut made nie know his worth
A3 one ol the sturdy sous of earth!

He was lired to-day when dnll was done,
. For he had been up before the sun,

Yet toil was turned to a new delight —

There were letters home he lhad to wrile.

Letters to prove—as they oaly can -

The tender side of a martial man.

He would esse with jokes heir antious fears.
He would dry with swiles their ready tears;
He would make the old folks think back Lome
That war was only a hippodrome.

He would speak of camp as a chummy thing
Where comrades loiter and laugh and sing.

He wrote and wrote—amwl bis heart grew glad ! -

Well, after all, war wasn't so bad!

It hud brought to Lim good ecomrades new

To elerish with friends he was writing to.

So be grianed atd pledged the Flag new migin —

And grinners are bell when they start {o fight!
Irom the Indianapo’ic News

Song.

By John Towner Frederizk.
Ob yuu cray hpped Gaiths in things tangible,
You sire sery lurre and enormously limbed
But yeur lihs are rotten.
You are torihinal. You are abou! 1o decay
There is tuth come inte the workd,
Tt 1= =l tontd, bt b s mrealer oo yoo o
O vt whi e
Ii is the notare of light,
Al ot 1l
And tha
1t is difierant Trom jou, and oameless and eleesal
You ave unt it. You are dying.

i S

e vt pe o f that wioel = ta miverse,
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e s the perfume of petunn beds al daws,

From an Office Wmdow.

By Stanley Kidder Wilson.

The game iz running out. It is God's move.

Dusk i« the fixed time limit and issue looms

Terse in the west. Now the vast board gssumes
Blurred values: here and there lights leaping groove
A magie salient which it might behoove

The lapsing hours to urge: but checkmate booms

From chorussing clocks and in a thousand rooms
Play for the day halis, the day's work to prove.

The bishop’s square goes black: eloaked spaces yawn
Where 13. urchyvard masses ronnd its spire; knight, King
And consort petrify where fused piles cling

To one poised point of light against the dawn;

Whitle from my evrie of defeat I fling

A challengze to to-morrow, 1, o pawn.

Ophelia Roses.
By Lucy Eddy.
Oui of the dawn
Trembling with moon-mist !
The glow of a sun-gold rose!
Wild as a wood-hird note,
Fragrant as erushed red wine.
From Poetry: A Magaziwe of Verse.

Red Eucalyptus Blossoms.

By Lucy Eddy.
A (ame of searlet
Flares in the treetops;
It spreads like wild-fire
And runs crackling over
The blue-green leaves.
From Poetry: A Magazine of Verse.

Two Stars.

By Eva H. Thomburg.
Two stars in my window hang,
Two stars in a feld of white;
Two sons have offered all
For liberty and right.

Farh fondly by name T eall,
Each star a luce to me,

™ Alight with a purpese deep,
God grant them vietory.

Proud of these sous am I;
Proud (hut they stood the test;
Proud that they offered’all,
God help e bear the rest.

F'rom the Lo+ Angeles Tomes.

An Old “Likeness.”

By Will T. Hale.
tiitle boy, in the plain worn frame, alone on the
mantel there,
You've the same sweet smile that 1 knew so well when the
tuture spread out fair.

Hes.

Little brght eves with the snbushed smiles, wnocent,
true amd blue,

The time bas been long, been long, my boy, sinee lasl we
lave looked on you. .

Is it well with you in the life you lead in Lhe sowme-
where lymng far?

For the-old folks pray, as they've always prayed, God
love you wherever you are!

From the Syracuse Post-Erpress.

Forest Lake.

By Louis Untermeyer.

Whal bushed, green spires are these!
OF war disturbs this holy ground;

The reverent breezes seem to bear

The spuiet like a silent prayer.
The very silences surround

The ripples with a chastening air.
And softer than its solitudes,
The lingering pesce of evening broods
(Over these woods.

No Snnl".(l

The leaves are clusped, the trees are bowed,
And i the west a rosy cloud,
Sercening Lthe sun, seems like a veil
Hung in the skies to hide the grail.
And now, as twilight comes to shrond
Fach open path or seeret truil,
The whisper of the waves has gruwn
lato a ehanted monotone,
Aveient, unknown.

And, like the echo of a climr.
Up in some towering poplar’s Spire

A veery's high note trembles long

And bursts inlo o spriy of song,
Au-ecstasy of silver lire:

“f huve seen Godd, O Lewdless throng !
This torest i3 His temple; in this field.
Dieserted snd forgor, He is revealed.

t o, and be healed !™

VRN e h’lm”‘ Y LatwuT 1;

Jvtq;"'\l"l"' S

Fighting“at Lung-Tou.
Translated From the Chinese by Arthur Waley.

The road that separates me mounts eight thousand feet,

The river that parts me hangs one hundred fathoms.

In smnmer the brambles so thick that one cannot pass—

In winter the snow so high that one cannot elimb!
With branehes that interlace Lung Valley is dark;
Against eliffs that tower one’s voiee beats and eehoes
I turn my bead and it seems only a dream
That T ever lived in the streets of Hsien-yang.

~ From Poetry: A Magazine of Verse.

An Indian Lullaby.

By Agnes Lockhart Hughes.
Hush, hitle pappoose, hush;
The clovers kneel "midst the grasses lush,
Day ~teals away with a erimson blush,
The wild rose dreams with her face aflush,
Hush, hitle pappoose, hash,

Sleep, little pappolise mine;

The south wind sighs through the whispering pine,
The popps's cup brims with sleep’s drugged wine,
And mght’s cool stars o’er our wigwam shine,
Sleep. little pappoose mine.

Dream, dusky ehild of the West:
The dewdrup sleeps on the pansy's breast,
The song bind sways in its seft brown nest
And cloud beats float o’er the moon's pale crea;
Sleep, dream, rest.
From the Oakland Tribune.

A Care-Free Thought.

It makes a man
Feel wondrous gay
To get up on
A workless day
And suddenly
To realize
IL matters not
How tempus flies.
From the Birmingham Jge-HeuM.

Anxious Dead.

By John McCrae.
O guws, tall sileat till the dead men hear
Above their heads the legions pressing on!
(These fonght their fight in time of bitter fear
And died not knowing how the day had gone.)

O flashing muzales, panse and let them see
The coming dawn that streaks the skyv afar!
Then let vour mighty chorus witness be
To them. and Casar, that we still make war,

Tell tiem, (r guns, that we have heard their call;
That we huve sworn and will not turn aside:
That we will onward till we win or fall:
That we will keep the (aith for which they died

Bid them be patient, and some day, anep,
They shall feel earth enwrupt in gilenee deep—
Shall greet in wonderment the quiet dawn,
Augl in content way tarn them to their sleep.
From the Lendon Spectator.

My Ship.
By Edmund Leamy.

My e.h-p is un old ship and her sails are gray and torm
And in the dim and misty night she seems a thing

forlorn ;

Her battered sides are bectle black, her decks are scarred
aud old,

And heavy rise the musty seenis from out her cnunh!lug
hold.

The youug ships in the tide-way with a sneering suile
ssil by, -

And fair they fash their white sails against the sun-
drenched sky,

Aund fleet they run before the elonds that usher in s
blow,

But eould a storm coerce my ship whene'er she wished

to g\'!:

My ship is 5% old ship and her sails are torn and gray,

And she’s not white and beautiful, nor fragile suel: as
they,

But she has satled o'er every sea to every land a-gleam,

And en ber decks make merry now the wraiths of youth-
ful dremmn!

e .‘!‘-'l ‘ihi'p and Other Voices. {Jo!ur Lave Co.)

The Suburbanite.

T the seed store he toddles,
The seed book has its thrills.
You see the latesi wodels
In beets and daffodils.

At night with joyous mowvethents

He paws the magazines,
.\ml '\Il.ldh‘! the unprw_u
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